* The Tartar Embassy *
arrows ceased and he beheld a long boat out in the
stream, paddled vehemently by the Tartars, the south
wind streaming forward their banners. Kiluken was
amidships, glaring at the shore. He was pleased enough
with his little masterpiece. But there was one annoying
detail. Lu Chia was dead. A stray Burmese javelin had
struck him in the throat.
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